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The one that got away 


Author's Notes: 
Well, I'm pleased with it. It's the best fic I've ever written. 


Retreating back to her dressing room, Tarja felt exhausted What a great gig it had been! Wild audience, heat in 
the stage almost unbearable, everything going so smooth. Was there anything that could ruin an evening this 

fabulous? Changing off from her stage outfit she slumped into a huge armchair with a cup of tea. She always 
drank tea, it did wonders to her throat and voice. Closing her eyes she leaned back on the chair and let herself 


fall deeper into the warm slumber. 


After a while she could sense an intruder bothering her relaxation. What was it? Was something wrong?! A 
stalker! Frowning a little she tried to figure out what that something was. Until it hit her. A familiar scent, the 
feeling of that someone's presence..quirky, intimidating, an unsettle spirit. She ripped her eyes open. -"Go away 
Tuomas. | don't want you here.'-, Getting up from the chair she walked to the table where the tea tray was. 
Never turning around to see the black-haired man in the doorway. -"You know | won't"-, He said shyly. 
-"Where's Marcelo?"-, Tarja asked still not turning around. -"Took the baby to the hotel. | didn't know you had 
a child. Why didn't you tell me? | would have loved to be the godfather.'-, Tuomas said and sat down on the 


sofa, crossing his legs. -"! don't want you close to me or my child. EVER!"-, Tarja yelped. 

-"Wouldn't you turn around goddess? I'd love to see your face.'-, Tuomas pleaded. Tarja felt herself get softer. 
NO! She wouldn't let him do that to her. Right now she could see it in her eyes, hear the yells in her ears. A 
memory of her sitting on the studio floor crying as Tuomas yelled at her -" Sing bitch! Sing it!"- 

Without thinking she turned around and was about to say something. At the same quick second she realized 
the guy stood right behind her, looking down on her. Not gazing up Tarja knew she was trapped. Feeling how 
Tuomas placed his hand on her hip she froze. What would happen now? 

-"Tuomas you have a girlfriend. You love her."-, The singer said desperately trying to get away from the 
situation. 

="Of course | love her. Would | spend my time with her if | didn't?"-, Tuomas questioned and pushed a strand 
of hair behind her ear. 


Feeling the warmth of the keyboarder's hands Tarja finally looked up. -"No. | guess not.."-, she whispered. 
Looking at those eyes she saw the same boy from music-class over 20 years ago. The boy was still inside 
there somewhere, too shy to come out, hiding behind this bitter and selfish person in front of her. 

-"Why are you here?"-, She asked in a cold tone pushing Tuomas's hands away. 

-"Actually | don't know. | was in town, saw a poster of you and decided to drop by. "-, He told. There was 
something weird in his voice. Suddenly one of Tarja's roadies came to the door. 

-"Is everything..alright?"-, He asked as he noticed the tense atmosphere. 

-"| don't know, ask her."-, Tuomas noted and dug a pack of cigarettes from his pocket. -" Yea. Everything is 
fine, thank you.'-, Tarja snapped and turned her back to both men. The man shot a strict, measuring glance at 
the keyboarder. Noticing it Tuomas stared back with a piercing gaze and after a while flashed a small impish 
smile, making the roadie huff and walk away. 


- "You could have watched the show and leave like everyone elsel"-, Tarja yelled as the roadie had gone away. 
-"The show? No. | wanted to see you. My Tarja Not the person everyone else sees.'-, Tuomas explained and 
blew some smoke. -"And waited for Marcelo to leave huh?"-, Tarja asked angrily and shot a death glare at the 
keyboarder who nodded. -"How did you get in? There's guards at the door."-, Tarja continued. -"This is my 
keycard to pretty much anywhere here in Finland"-, Tuomas chuckled and waved his hand around his face. 


-"Plus | know Jasper. He's been guarding us too."-, He continued. 


- "How do | get rid of him?l"-, Tarja thought as she stared at her childhood friend stand there. He was getting 
old, visibly although it made him look.handsome, ruggedly handsome. NO! Surprised at her own thoughts she 
was gladly interrupted. -"Wanna go some place else?"-, Tuomas asked as he dumped the cig on the forgotten 
tea tray on the table. -"l have a husband and a child waiting for me, what do you think?l"-, -"Why are you so 
tense all the time? It's just me. I'm your friend, Tuo, remember?"-, -"Ten years ago you were. | don't know 
about nowadays. "-, Tarja said and wrapped her arms around herself. -"So.we go?"-, Tuomas confirmed. -"NO! | 
don't want to spend time with you. | don't even know..why | let you stay, | don't KNOW why | said to the roadie 
that all is fine when it is not. "-, Tarja raged and slumped on the sofa. -"Because you miss me.'-, The 
keyboarder whispered and took a step closer to the woman. -"l know you've been thinking about it"-, He then 
continued with the same soothing voice. -"Thinking about what?"-, The singer asked. -"Leaving Marcelo? NO | 
HAVEN'T! HOW COULD YOU SAY THAT?!"-, -"Wow, | meant you've been thinking about calling me but this is 


new.'-, Tuomas said amazed and sat next to her. -"Well now that you know | might as well talk about it. 


Marcelo has become so boring. He doesn't do anything spontaneous."-, Tarja whined. -"He's always around, 
scheduling all of my coming and going. Demanding me to tell everything. He's in full control of my life. | need 
space to breath but | don't have the heart to tell him that:"-, -"You married a dull guy who takes care of you. 
What's wrong with that?"-, the keyboarder wondered. The singer gave him a mock glare. -"You know how | am. 


A wild one, | need excitement!"-, Tarja continued. 


After a few minutes of silence Tarja spoke up. 

=" For a while now I've been looking for a guy who'd offer that kind of excitement. Someone that swipes me off 
my legs..Someone who stands out of the crowd. Turns out there isn't many guys like that"-, She said softly 
and leaned on the keyboarder's shoulder. Oh how good that felt. Just like the small moments they used to 
have. Sitting in a garden swing together at the small blue moment of the evening when it's nether dark nor 
bright. 

- "You're that type of a guy..but we'll never be together..'-, She then said. 

-"| Know..l'm your not gay, gay friend"-, Tuomas whispered. They both laughed. -"Where would you take me if | 
went with you?"-, Tarja then asked. 

-"Some place that's graceful enough to be worthy of your presence"-, The keyboarder stated. 


Why didn't her husband talk to her like that? Tarja thought. Pondering if she should accept his invite her 
subconsciousness made the decision for her. 

-"Fine, I'll go with you. BUT | have two demands."-, Tarja said and raised two fingers. 

-"0K?"-, Tuomas led. -"| have to put on something nice AND no talking about the past or | dump you that 
instant, got it? Am | making myself clear?"-, Tarja reassured. -"Of course.'-, Tuomas answered and winked at 
her. 


-"You have a red shirt, I'll wear something red too."-, The singer stated. 


Red was the color of passion She shouldn't wear that. Especially around another man. In fact, she shouldn't 
even be dressing up. She should be going to the hotel to her family. -"'m ready."-, She said as she stepped out 
of the dressing room. 

-"You look great."-, Tuomas praised and offered his arm to her. At that small moment Tarja froze. Another 
memory popping out. Her getting assaulted on stage and the guy in front of her did nothing. Nothing at all. 
What if that happened again tonight? Her getting attacked and he just stand there and watch. -"Tarja? You 
OK?"-, Tuomas asked when he noticed his escort not responding. -"Hmm?..Oh, yeah. I'm okay.'-, She said flashing 
a smile. Letting him lead her outside it hit her. -"What about the paparazzi? People will recognize us.'-, She 
hesitated and tried to pull back. -"Do you care?"- Tuomas asked. -"But.Marcelo will know."-, The singer 
continued. -"| never thought | had to see this. You, Tarja Turunen, being scared to go by her own will. You 
always seem to submit to that guy's ways. To me that isn't love it's slavery.'-, the keyboarder said. -"I'm not 
scared"-, Tarja yelped. 

-"Prove it! Take my hand and step out of that door with me."-, Tuomas dared. 


For a while Tarja hesitated. Not only to step out of the door but to go out with this person who clearly wasn't 
"her Tuomas". This man had done so much bad to her yet still she was in this situation. Even after not talking 
to him or even seeing him for ten years. Grabbing his hand Tarja pulled him out of the door and to the gloomy 
night air. For a moment she felt she had betrayed herself the cold wind reminding her of how coldly he had 


put her out from the band and making her shiver as they waited for a taxi. It seemed as Tuomas could sense 
her shivering and placed both of his hands on her shoulders. 


There he was, so close to her. Right behind her back. Seeking warmth Tarja leaned back slightly so her back 
would touch Tuomas’ chest. It felt like electricity, magic. -"Cold?"-, Tuomas grunted softly as he could feel her 
pressing against him. -"A bit"-, Tarja said and looked up at the man behind her. Tuomas waved his hand at a 
passing taxi to make it stop. 


FRI 


- "This place is..ravishing"-, The singer sighed as Tuomas aided her to her chair and sat down himself. -"To 
quote myself, a place graceful enough to be worthy of you presence."-, The keyboarder reminded, 

-"Again, why did you come to see me? No lies this time.'-, Tarja demanded after taking a zip from the wine 
they ordered. Staring at the woman under his brows Tuomas sighed silently. -" | love you.'-, He whispered. 
Tarja could only stare at the guy in front of her. 


There it was. The nerdy Disney-boy from middle-school that she'd learned to know. For that one quick moment 
she knew, she found it inside herself. She loved him. Not the same way she had loved Marcelo. Not the way 
she'd like to marry him or date him, but to keep him close. She grabbed the keyboarder's hand on the table. - 
"| know and I'll never forget that"-, She whispered back. For a while they held hands until the waiter came with 
their food. -"Thank god the food didn't take long. I'm starving."-, Tarja cheered and started to eat. Tarja 
Turunen. So elegant and graceful, beautiful, out of reach, she always seemed to be above others. But if you 
bring her food, she becomes just like anyone else. Tuomas thought. -"Tuomas? I'm talking to you.'-, Tarja said 
and waved her hand on the keyboarder's face. -"What did you say?"-, Tuomas asked and chuckled a bit. -"| 
asked how it's going with you and Johanna"-, Tarja repeated and shook her head. -"Oh, well.She's everything | 
wanted. Exactly the kind of girl you get married and have children with. | love her, but.."-, -"But what?"-, Tarja 
wondered. Tuomas looked down on his plate and bit his lip. Tarja frowned, -"She's not me?"-, She questioned. 
Giving her a quick glance the keyboarder nodded shyly. The singer fell quiet. -"I knew | shouldn't have went with 
him! He's making this so awkward! But | can't just turn my back.."-, She thought. -"This is what we do. We eat 
and then you take me to where ever you're staying.'-, The singer noted. For a while Tuomas frowned. 


-"But.."-, -"No buts. Eat"-, Tarja said strictly. 


FRI 


Two characters entered the elevator in silence. People around them were pointing and whispering, some even 


took pictures. 


Finally when the door closed and the couple was left alone they held hands again. -"Your hand is getting sweaty. 
Calm down, you don't have to be shy around me."-, Tarja laughed. ="l can't help it.."-, Tuomas muttered and 
smiled. -"Would this calm you down?"-, Tarja asked and took both of Tuomas’ arms and wrapped them around 
herself. The singer pressed her back against the keyboarder's chest for the second time that evening. -"What 
the hell am | doing! | shouldn't be snuggling like this. Especially not with himl'-, the singer raged in her mind. 
Brushing it off she turned around and wrapped her arms around the keyboarder's neck as much as she could 


reach and pressed her chin on his chest. -"You're getting old"-, she blurted out and smiled. -"You start to look 
more and more like your dad"-, Tarja continued. -"! know. Johanna thinks I'm handsome and that's enough for 
me.'-, Tuomas chuckled. Hesitating for a while he placed his hands on Tarja's back carefully. Not too low to 
insult her and not too high to disappoint her but in the middle. -" You can count me in that too. I've always 
thought you look handsome"-, The singer noted, getting nothing more than a silent grunt for an answer. 


Standing behind the door of the hotel room Tuomas pulled the keycard from his pocket and drew it through 
the lock to open the door. Closing it behind them he turned around just to catch a glimpse of the smaller 
woman jumping on him and press him against the wall. Opening his shirt button by button kissing him after 
every opened one. She marveled at the pearl-white skin and muscles under it. -"Wow.|s Gondor calling for help? 
You should come to Argentina too. You'd get some color on your skin", she giggled and pushed her arms 
around Tuomas's waist under the shirt. 

-"You look like a ghost!"-, she continued and burst to complete laughter. -" Laugh all you want! The girls there 
love my milk-white tummy.'- Tuomas said and smiled mischievously. 

-"And the guys love your milk-white ass."-, Tarja lashed back. -"That gay-joke is getting old. I'm engaged 
nowadays you know.'-, Tuomas grunted and began to push the woman back towards the bed. 

"You're right. If you were gay you wouldn't be this hard now.-, Tarja nodded and rubbed the keyboarder's 
bulging crotch. 


FR 


-"Engaged huh? Surely didn't think about that during what we just did"-, Tarja whispered and pressed herself 
tighter against the man who laid under her. -" You aren't any better yourself."-, Tuomas chuckled. - 
"Yeah.Marcelo is probably furious by now.'-, Tarja said in a dull voice and drew little invisible circles on the 
keyboarder's chest. -"You don't want to go back to him.'-, Tuomas said firmly. -"Huh?"-, The singer was 
startled. -"How do you kn.Why would you think that? I'm not scared of him! | love him, | care for him, he's the 
father of my child. Why wouldn't | go back?"-, Tarja babbled and sat up on the bed. -"You don't want to.'-, 
Tuomas insisted Tarja stared at Tuomas wide eyed. How could he know? -"| don't wanna talk about it. Or maybe 
yes but not with you."-, The singer lashed strictly, now getting up from the bed. Wrapping the blanket around 
her she turned around and walked to the balcony doors and opened them. Feeling the cold air brush against her 


still heated skin she shivered. 


- "m sorry.'-, Tuomas said quietly as he appeared next to her. For a while Tarja leaned softly on the cold 
handrail and watched the skyline of the city. The blue sky, the silhouettes of the buildings and all the bright 
lights. From the corner of her eye she could see the little flame and the small red glow coming from the 
keyboarder's cigarette. -"If | would have chosen otherwise back then where would we be now?"-, She asked still 
staring at the view. -"Where we would be? We would have got married, you'd still be in the band. We propably 
had a few kids and slowly but gently wither each other down every day until a nasty divorce. The result would 
be bitterness, depression"-, Tarja gazed at the guy next to her. -"You have thought about it huh?"-, She then 
continued. -"Ever since you joined the band and up until 2005. Maybe a little after that too."-, Tuomas said and 
again blew some smoke. -"Why do you think it would have been so miserable?"-, The singer asked again. -"You 
wouldn't like it with me. Romantic only on a paper. That's what | wrote back then, for you to understand why | 
didn't take any action"-, The keyboarder explained. 


-"| waited for you.."-, Tarja then sighed and with tears in her eyes she went back inside. 


Dumping the cigarette Tuomas turned around and saw Tarja walking naked around the room searching for her 
clothes. Tarja could feel it, his gaze. "Forever shall the beast in me desire the sheep in you". Now it was real. - 
"Stop it"-, She said playfully. -"Stop what?"-, Tuomas said trying to seem like he didn't know what she was 
talking about. -"Staring at me like that. "-, Tarja continued. Turning around she saw him come closer, closing 
the balcony doors. -"Dont you want a round two?"-, Tuomas asked and winked wrapping his arms around the 
smaller woman's waist. -"What makes you think | let you? And if | did it would be round 3 or 4 depends on 
what all is counted in"-, She winked with a sly smile on her face. Placing her hands on Tuomas's shoulders she 


pressed her forehead against his chin. 


Few minutes of total silence. No noises. No steps on the corridor, no snoring, not even a wind breeze. A 

beautiful, tender moment of two people finding each other after ten years of separation. -"By the way..were 
you naked all the time on the balcony?"-, Tarja asked and smiled while still pressing herself against Tuomas. - 
"Yep"- They both laughed. Feeling something warm press against her stomach Tarja's smile widened. -"| hate 


you.'-, she laughed and pulled Tuomas with her back to the bed. 


RR 
*knock knock knock* 


- "Room service."- 


*KNOCK KNOCK* 


-"Room servicel"- 


-"Mmmh..What?"-, Tarja mumbled still a little in sleep. -"Good morning Mrs. Turunen"-, Tarja sat up quickly 
and covered herself with the blanket in surprise. -" Sorry to wake you. You didn't answer the door. | thought 
you were in the shower so | decided to bring the tray in'-, The service woman spoke. -"Tray? What tray?"-, 
She asked and rubbed her face with her free hand. -"Oh um, Mr. Holopainen ordered you breakfast as he paid 
the room. The room will have to be released at 2PM"-, The woman explained. -"He left?l"-, Tarja yelped and 
frowned. -"Yes, about an hour ago. Is there anything else | could do for you madam?"-, The woman ensured. 
-"No. Everything's..fine. Oh wait! Did he leave any message?"-, The vocalist asked sounding a little blue. -"No, 
Mr.Holopainen didn't leave any messages. I'm sorry.'-, The woman noted pittyfully. -"Ok It would be nice if you 


wouldn't spread any rumors about this to the public. "-, the singer pleaded with tears in her eyes. -"It's denied 
in our rules to speak, record or take photos of famous guests or let any reporters or paparazzi in. You're 
safe here Mrs. Turunen. "-, 


="Oh good. Thank you so much.'-, Tarja said almost bursting into tears. 


As the service woman closed the door the tears started to roll down the black haired woman's cheeks. - 
"Fucking Tuomas! Who does he fucking think he fucking is! Leaving me like that all alone in a weird fucking place 
| never seen in my whole lifel"-, She raged while crying. Falling back to bed she wrapped her arms around the 
pillow and stared at the empty space next to her where Tuomas had laid that night. Pulling the pillow he had 
used next to her. It still had the keyboarder's scent. Wiping tears away, yet another memory popped into her 
mind. She had woken up in the tour bus and heard the guys already rummaging around. Suddenly the curtain 


covering her bed was opened. 
="What do you want for breakfast?"-, Tuomas had asked while staring at her with wide, blue eyes and having 
that same scent on him that right now had stuck to the pillowcase. 


If Tuomas really loved her why wouldn't he wake her up after a night they had spent together? Or if 
something serious came up why wouldn't he leave a message? He wrote a whole fucking letter and burned the 
bridges behind him ten years ago after five years of living hell but now after spending a lovely night he had 
nothing to say. No goodbyes, no tank yous, nothing. Ok the breakfast and forwarding the rooms release time 
but nothing else. -"| need to stop dwelling in it. I'm a grown woman, he's a immature little boy. "-, Tarja said in 


a firm voice and got up from the bed. 


After eating an taking a nice hot shower she was drying her hair in front of a mirror when her eyes caught 
something black behind her. She turned around and saw Tuomas's hat on the armrest of the chair. She went 
closer to it as if it was some animal she didn't want to scare away. Taking it in her hand Tarja twirled it 
around between her index fingers. She pressed it against her chest and smiled, wrapping her arms around it. - 
| hope he doesn't mind me keeping it"-, She thought. Now a little more cheery Tarja continued to dress up. 
Thank god she always kept makeup in her purse. Humming the Nightwish-songs she memorized every moment 
he held hands with Tuomas after the concert while taking a bow. Gathering her stuff from the room she 
hesitated if she actually should take the hat. After all, her husband would definitely recognize it to be 
Tuomas's. Petting it with her fingertips she grabbed it and left the room. What did it matter if Marcelo would 
know it's the keyboarders hat? It was just a hat. 


Stepping out of the room Tarja rushed to the elevator. Standing in the front she could sense the other people 
behind her back obviously recognizing her. The few minutes of total awkwardness was killing her self- 
confidence. Yet again Tuomas brought her down That was it. That. Was. It. He definitely planned this all along. 
Again another way to humiliate her. Biting her teeth together Tarja raised her chin and glided through the 
hotel lobby as graceful as ever with her hair and gown fluttering behind her. 


Before getting out she saw him. Right there, on the other side of the room. Kissing a clearly younger woman. 
The keyboarder escorted the young woman out to the taxi. Before getting to the car himself he raised his 
gaze right towards the black haired woman in the lobby behind the window. Like he had known she was standing 
there. 


There they were. Two childhood friends staring at each other through the window. The other in pure disbelief 
as the others face unreadable. If they only could find each other in the correct way they'd be perfect 
together. But it sure wasn't easy. They were too different. Flashing a small smile Tarja nodded at Tuomas and 
he got the hint. He was allowed to go. Staring at the hat in her hands Tarja smiled a broken smile. -"It's ok 
Tuomas. You can go."-, she whispered silently. 


-"TARJA, WHERE THE HELL HAVE YOU BEEN?! HAVE YOU SEEN THE TABLOIDS? ARE YOU CRAZY?! WHAT DID 
YOU DO WITH THAT GUY?I"-, Marcelo raged as he ran in to the lobby with their daughter in her lap. 


